REMINISCENCES
face, calmly and coldly. He came closer so as to see her
better, and saw a small, pink, star-shaped scar on her
cheekbone—his mark, she would never forget him, ...
She asked him nothing, and he said no word, but after
standing a moment, turned and went out.
The next day he left the village.
He had all the natural shrewdness of a peasant lad
wrho has grown up in a decent family. He was young and
in love, his heart was open to passion. He was troubled
by dreams, by the sun's warmth, by women's voices. But
his clean-minded common sense saved him from cheap
attractions.
"I shall marry, of course," he thought at times. "But
I've got to wait a bit, study and grow up, make some-
thing of myself. And suppose she should change her
mind—send for me? ..." His heart burned with the
crazy idea; the thought of Fama seemed to give it
wings.
But the idea became more and more hopeless, came
less and less often, and at last ceased to come at all.
He had forced it from him.
At first he had been a fool—oh, what a fool he had
been! He had suffered, been torn by regrets, waited. ,..
He asked his mother to write about the schoolmistress.
Was she still organizing and leading groups? Was she
married? And his mother told him—right up to the day
of her death, blaming but pitying her son, she wrote all
that she knew of the schoolmistress: she was alive and
well, teaching the children, running groups, not married
—whom was there in the village for her to marry? Then
she wrote that the schoolmistress had been elected to
the regional executive committee, she was going away
to the town; everybody was sorry, they were collecting
money to make her a present. ... He was beside himself
even went twice to the executive committe to try and
find out where she was, but at the last minute awkward-
ness and shame turned him back.
Then his mother wrote that the schoolmistress had
been on a visit, given a lecture, and afterwards had come
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